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page; I add a leaf of my last rose, a petal of my last jasmine, You are in my thought as the very base of intellect, the substance of all things.
"Eugenie G-randet" is enchanting. You shall soon have it in Geneva.
Well, adieu, you whom I would fain see, feel, press, adieu. Can I not find a way to press you ? What impotent wishes imagination has! My dear light, I kiss you with an ardour, an embrace of life, an effusion of the soul, without example in my life.
My angel, I don't answer about the cry I gave apropos of Madame de C . . . and the son M . . . dying for his mother-in-law. To-morrow for all that. You must have laughed at my pretended savagery.
Do not putposte restante any longer.
PARIS, Sunday, October 20, 1833.
What! my love; fears, torments ? You have received, I hope, the first two letters that I wrote you after my return. What shall I do not to give you the slightest trouble, to make you clear skies ? What! could you not have reckoned on a day's delay, an hour of weariness. Mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu I what shall I do ?
I write to you every day; if you want to receive a letter every third day instead of every eighth day, say so, speak, order. I will do all not to let a single evil thought come into your heart.
If you knew the harm your letter has done me. You do not know me yet. All that is bad. But I pardon the little grief your letter has caused me, because it is one way of telling me you love me.
I have good news to tell you. I think that the u Etudes de Moaurs " will be a settled business by Tuesday next, and that I shall have as debtor one of the most solid firms of publishers in the market. That is something.
Forgive me, my Eva of love, if I talk to you of my